


** To raise the virtues, animate the bliss, 
‘ And -weeten all the toils of huiman | fe.” —Tuomson. 





























ROT EON OURS RREREY MDT AOS rend i ed SENT OE VIE OS = 
No 8] WE DNE SDAY, JU! LY 7, 1819. [Yon §. 
veo“ ere an pe -orrs TT —— ate ee neal a: we 3 fi — > lacloniae 
soP J 4 put it in the posts A Hel er inch . 
. it ina cover te the major, le did: in 
[ CONTINUED. | ‘due time it reached Mrs, Varrelt, who 


, : : ‘took care to have the dresses ready 
The plan of deception being arranged, he 
against the evening appointed, 


4} ‘. ts ly ral Oras ‘ Y va) 

they next, with great gaiety, proceeded) 

1: ¥ Ne ; 1 Soph a’ S ane le Was how qrite well— 

to discuss the characters and dresse it - Trarris Ss 
— ; 2 ane odie but absorbed in pleasing meditations, 

wii ch they intended togo. Sophia, ver in Ons 

; . a o ~ {she declined leaving the house till the 

the votary of whatever appeared bril- 

‘ rs :, following week, and passed the tnter- 

liant and splendid, proposed the ‘t'urk-/ ; fe 

Vening time in delightful reveries and 
ish habit, as being the most becoming; 


splendid dreains. 
butthe young Caledonian, who possess-| ‘7 7 


oe The new week arrived: on the Mon- 
ed no small degree of both family ana ; ; 
oe . in: idlay Sophi iwent fo = theatre; on the 
national pride, declared it was his in-{rn, Pie 
Puesday to the opera; but she saw not 


tention to wear the dross of a highland ih 
- major at etther. 
laird, [for which his tall and elerant! ; vanes nical P 
| Chis is fortunate,” thourht s! hes “he 
figure eminently qualified aim, ) and en- 
' (is most probably out oftown, and [may 
deayored to persiade sophia to appear i ad 
ook for smn to a few hours of ununicr- 
as his lady. 


eu ited pleasure to-morrow evening. 
So phia readily allowed the gracetul-| Fe 


. mm ryye w Ge BP dyvereed 
ness of the higi bland dress for a geniie-} The f ‘lowing morning Sir. Doug 
inan, but not thinking it equally se for 


put the letter which was to ifort Soa- 

of 3 sf f t apie ’ ‘ oC . , " 
a female, she chose that of a Spanish) phia of her mother’s illness, inte the 
lady. 


‘post himself; as it certainly would have 

This important point being settled excited some suspicion had it been giveu 
Mr. Dougias, it oleae ng personally tof » Bruton; it arrived m= proper tine, 
erder the dresses, lest any one migi 


but was conveyed to the major before 
recognise him, wrote a note with the ne- 








_| Sophia received its which at length sie 
ii did. aud with real trepidation laird it Le- 


Ces-ary directions and m ney enclos-|‘ 
ed. toa woman who kept a sasquerade} fore lady Louisa. 

Ware-house at no eres at dis ance from] ‘ Go. my dear girl, and = stay with 
the Pantheon, This note wa: the next your mother till she is betters and,"add- 
day delivered to Bruton, with orders tojed the kind-hearted lady, in a lower 
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110 THE IN 
voice, “ if you want wine, or any thing,) 
send for it without scruple.” 

Sophia hurried over her thanks, and 
hastened fromthe room.. ‘The car: lage 
was ordered for her, and she found that 
to avoid suspicion, she should be under 
the necessity of paying ber mother a 
visit? ske had no objection to this ar- 
rangement; her heart often reproach- 
ed her for want of duty to her only re- 
maining parent, and she felt pleased at 
this opportunity of spending a few hours} 
with her. 

Mrs. Danton was delighted with this 
unexpected visit from her daughter, who} 
was in excellent spirits. 

The time seemed to fly till near six 
o'clock; when Sophia, pretending she 
was going to the theatre with Miss Dou-) 
elas, departed, telling her mother she 
would take a hac kne} coach from the} 
first stand shé came to; which she did, 
and drove immediately to the masquer- 
ade warehouse. Mr, UWouglas was al- 
ready arrived, and waiting for her with 
impatience. Mrs Varrelt had every 
possible accommodation; not only apart- 
ments for dressing, bat also attend- 
ants. 

The heart of Sophia beat high with 
expectation. A masquerade had always 
appeared to her the first of human plea-! 
sures; and while the offici-us damsels} 
were tastefully arraying her in the 
splendid dress she had chosen, she could 
scarcely persuade herself that she was 
awake. but thought she must be in 
some pleasing dream. 

Her toilet being at length concluded, 
she went into another 
Mr. Douglas was waiting for her. They} 
gazed on each other with surprise and! 
admiration; their natural beauty and 
elegance of form seemed so much he igh-} 
tened by their dress, that in the de liri i- 
um ofthe moment they forgot that their 
characters were assumed, and believed 
themseives to be superior beings. of a 
disiinet order fromthe rest of mankind, 
A coach being ordered, they were seon 
conveyed to the Vantheon; they entered, 


and Sophia found, that notwithsianding| 


apartment, where) t 


\QUISITOR. 


ithe brilliance of the scene, it did not 


equal her expectation; but though the 
pleasure was not of the superlative kind, 
Ishe was still greatly entertained, The 
Srotesque figures amused her, and the 
r) stupid ques:ion of Jo you know me?” 
Was not without its charms. ‘Time flew 
Uuuheeded. The eleventh hour had pass- 
ed, when entering one of the rooms they 
had not yet visited, their attention was 
exciteti by the plaintive notes of a wo- 
man who was singing. A crowd sur- 
rounded her, and Sophia and Mr. Doug- 
ilas approached to listen with the rest.— 
| Lhe sing-r was masked, and,. by her 
‘dress and appearance, seemed. to be one 
of that class of women properly styled 
unfortunate, She had made a pause, 
‘but soon resumed her song Sophia 
distinct! y heard the following words: 














| 


From Virtues narrow path betray’d, 
Through Pleasure’s devious wilds I ran; 

'Stitl on to Misery’s brink J siray’d, 

My tempter—my conductor—Man. 





Ob, then what horrors met my y sight! 

| While terror shook my tre inbling frame, 

‘What deeds of gui!t more black than night: 
What scenes of wo, too dread to name! 





“ How very dreadful,’ said Sophia, 
| bitterly sighing, While the tears started 
rom lier eyes. 
| + You forget you are at a masquer- 
fade,” sald Mr. Douglas; “ the cha- 
rac ters ai see are merely fictitious.” 


| Sophia now recollected she was at a 
masquerade, and the conviction that she 
| Was so, pierced her heart with « pang of 
he deepest regret. The soul-rending 
‘notes o: the unfortunate woman still vi- 
‘brated in her ears, and had made an !m- 
pression on her heart which she could 
not efface. The pleasure for which she 
had sighed for years suddenly lost all 
‘its charms. She felt that she had sa- 
| rificed hep -racity, and practised (lis- 
lsimulation: a shameful degree, to pur- 
chase an angusement she now could net 
enjoy. She was conscious that she must 





ave forfei.ed the good opinion of Mr. 
‘Douglas hy the step she had taken. Her 
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imprudence, falsehood, and deceit, were; i; now devolves to his next kin, who all 
all known to him. Her reputation was/died some time ago, so that L expect. it 
now in his power, and perliaps, even het ‘will be divided betw ecn us, and you 
honour. ‘Know his property was something very 
(To be continued. ) considerable, for he had a fine estate, 

Which was seld to pay his debts; and the 

remauider he lost ina horse race; but it 


THE INQU IsPPror. Was the opinicn of every body at the 
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WEDNESDAY JULY 7. ‘the horse he run against had not keen 
he ” fast for him. f never saw a man, 
Jand the doctors all say so, that observ- 
Copy of a letter from an aunt in Kilk ren-|led divecti.ns and took medicine bet ter 

ny, in Ireland, to her nephew in .ime- ithan he did—he said he had as lives 
drunk § gruel as wine if it only had the 


rica. 
sur ‘me taste. and would as seon ‘take j alap 
~~ —_— ot written to! : ssi 
Dear Nephew—t have not writt jas eat beef'steak if it had the same re- 


you since my tast before now, be ause a HHish But. poor soul, he will never eat or 
} . -_— ‘ ( . “¢ 

hte a ry - no — a sop en Mf idrink more, and you have not a living 
r [a r » : 

sl f ai nag "In = st 1 / wit } relation i in the world exce pt myself and 
: ) ow W easure 

would fing you; bu Row wits 2 revi your two cousins who were killed inthe 

take my pen to inform you of the melan last war. I can’t dwell on this mourn 

fe «ile « - 

choly news of the death of y ~ ‘oh Ii ful subject, and shall seal my letter with 

r . died ve 
pe a i et . ~Bieathi ait iblaek sealing wax, aud put on it your 
suddenly last week alter a linge cuncle’s coat of arms,so 1 beg you not to 


or was 
sage five eon ben one one eh “f break the seal when you open the letter, 
: . . y] ole 
in violent convulsions the whole Gine “hind don't open it till three or four days 


r » » ! { i| 
his tines a ie ) etal quiet ha after you receive it, by which tune you 
. » co 
speechless, all the while talking incohe- bwill be prepared for the sorr wiul ti- 


- ’ 
rently, and calling for water. [had no} ‘dings. When you come to this place 


Fi ed of forming you of re \stop and do not read any more til my 
death sooner. except I had wrote you i next. Your affectionate Aunt. L. R. 


last post, which went offtwo days before) pg 
he died, and then you would have had| 
postage to pay. I am ata loss to tefl! 
what his death was occasioned by, but —s . 
I fear it was by his last sickness, for he Original Anecdote—A Young Lawyer 
never was well ten days together, ‘during! nthe ‘county of Hampshire who was 
the whole time of his coptineinent, and i almost discouraged of getting a living 
believe his sickness was occasioned ‘bs i! vy his provession, entered into the | an- 
his eating too much of rabbits stuff di ning Business—a gentleman one cay 
With pease and gravy, or pease and asked him, why “he tanned for his 
gravy stuffed with ‘abbits, 1 cannot teliilivings he answered, T cave skinned 
which: but be that as it will as soon as)!2Ps enough, and now think it time to 
he breathed his last the doctor gave oves we LANKING. 
all hopes of his recovery. f ree 
I need not tell you any thing about his FAME, 

ave, for you well know that in Decem-| He that pursues fame with a just 
ber next he would liave been twenty-five | laim trusts his happiness te the winds; 
years old lacking ten months, and hacibut he that ende avors after it by false 
he lived till then he would then havejuierit, bins to fe wit only the violence 
been just six months dead. His prepes storm, hut the leaksot his vessel. 


: 





.S. Don’t write me again till you 
receive this. 
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‘time that he would have won the race, if 
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FOR THE INQUISITOR. 
POCAHONTAS. 


Captain John Smith is celebrated in the his 
tory of Virginia, as a person possesse! of supe- 
rior talents, He was styled the life and soul of 
the colony The town of his fellow colonists be- 
ing destroyed, he began io rebuild i, and whiie 
thus commendabiy employed, sharing the com- 
mon labors of the undertaking, setting in his 
Own person an example of industry, he was sud- 
denly surprised by a party of Indians, and tri- 
umphantly carried before their chieftain. Pow 
hatan, emperor of several confederated nations 
of Indians, ordered him to be carried as a show 
among various tribes over whom he commanded; 
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a 
ee 9 he then determined that Sm'th should be sacri- 
ars | ficed. But Providence miraculously interposed 
ei: 


in his favor. as has been exemplified by Umphra- 
ville in the ballad of Pocahantas, of which the 
following is an extract; 
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» ————— 
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* Hither, the British captive bring,” 
Frowning exclaimed the Indian King, 
** Let him experience dreadful pains 
Due to him who war mainiains, 
Against the powerful Powhatans, 
His feet pollute our father’s lands!” 





He spoke, obedient to his words, 
Dragg’d forward by the barb’rdus hordes, 

The stately captive soon appears, 
Disdaining signs of mortal fears, 

No sigh proclaim’d he mourn’d his doom, 
Or trembled at the yawni g tomb. 





Undaunted stood th’ environ‘d chief, 

His eyes undimmd by drops of grief, 
He scornful on the monarch gaz'd, 

Whose eyes like lurid lightning blaz‘d, 
He sate enthron’d in barb’rous pride, 

And in a voice of thunder cried: 


* His blood th’ insulted land distains 
‘* With massive clubs beat out his brains 
Instant an hundred clubs are raised, 
When (let God’s providence be prais’d) 
With streaming eves from *mongst the crowd 
A damsel rush’d with sobbings loud. 


99 


She clasp’! his head within her arms, 
No female fears her soul elarms. 

«* My daughter! Pocahontas!” cried 
The melted monarch—gone his pride! 

<¢ Posi thou request that he should live? 
Yes, to thy plea, his life 1 give.” 


O woman! tender, charming, kind, 
Compassion sways thy gracious mind; 
My tears spontaneous. dew my lyre, 





THE INQUISITOR. 


) Shail sanguinary Cesar’s crimes, 


Be glorious term’d on Christian times— 
And yet no wr ath poetic bloom 

O’er Pocahontas’ lowly tomb? 
Daught.rs of merc,, Mi-es, lo! 

For her I bid my verses flow, 


Powhatan’s guard the chief u'tends 
To Jamestown, spar’d to bless his friends; 
Smith in return fine pres>nts sent, 
Tohim whom nature bade rel« nt. 
The sword and tomahawk rest from gore, 
And war and discord are no mvre 


Pocahontas was only thirteen years of age 
when she saved the hfe of Smith; and by her 
means, the coluny was supplied with wholesome 
pravisions. 

Captain Smith has circumstactially recorded 
his wonderful e-cape in his history of Vi guna, 
pages 49, 350, 51; and u his letter to Queen 
Anne, consort of King James I, dated in 1616, 


For the Inquisitor, 
STANZAS. 
BY R¥**¥*¥**, 


There is an honr—when fancy throws 
Her golden chain around the mird; 
When ew’ry bnk with or.ghtness glows, 

And draws a glimm’ring light behind. 


There is an hour—to friendship dear, 
B:igh: as the sparkling tars of morn; 
Or line some rill so sweetly c'ear, 
That seems to iaugh each care toscorn. , 


é 


Chere isan hour when absent friends 
In fond and sweetest uni n meet, 
When fancy ail her rapture sends 
And smiles in transport at their feet. 


There is an hour—that’s giv’n to wo, 
When all the feelings warmly rin; 

And pit) o’er the soul will throw 
Her mildest beam from friendship’s sun. 


There is anhour- when hope is fled, 
And feeling sleeps cold as the grave; 

When ev’ry joy on earth seems d: ad, 
And sorrow o’er the relics rave. 


There is an hour—when oft we view 
Some future scene of perfect bliss, 

And taste of joys so purely new, 
That we exclaim’d, a heaven is this; 


And may th:t hour, of softest hue. 
Round which is ‘hrown a heav’nly zest, 
Each day through life still shine anew, 
And light us to a boly rest 
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OCP Published «very Wednesday, by JAMES 
M‘MINN, at No. 37 Walnut street, where sub- 














Tears which thy gen’rous soul inspire. 
Let Pccahontas’ glorious name, — 
Adorn the immortal lists of Fame! 





criptions and communications are received 


rhe terms of subscription are 37} cents per 
quarter payable in advances 





